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P R I. FAC I 


inc poems thal follow were written by me in Indnt and the 
\liddl« Fast, where I was until rcxently rcudwil. 'Fhcy arc 
not written in the modern idiom, and may. therefore, pcrliapt 
cscito hostility and contcnij>t htxauw of it; hut I am sure a 
s'ast body of readers exists, who enjoy both kinds of poetry, 
despite the apparent conspiracy against it almost everywhere 
in modem publishing and journalism. (>nc has only to note 
the large number of poems amirihuted to anialcut company 
and college maga/incs. lo realise ihe professional aniinus tlial 
evsis in the present day against all forms of poetry, ajil 
more especially verse which follows the conventional forms 
It also brings even more vividly to mind the fact thal poetry 
has a large potential audience that modern publishing, labour- 
ing utulcr the erroneous view iluit n is unprofitable, makes 
no serious attempt lo reach If this small hook of poems can 
do anything to assist in breaking down the modern hariici 
betw-cen the ptx:t and hn. public, it will have served its 
purpose 
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IHI- Mf>NS(X1N RAIN 


Play on muMoan, on the nx>(-iops play. 

As I he here upon Sleep's hle.vsAl v’erge. 

•And hear^our plaintive prcliKle swiftly merge 
Into soft liquid thunder, like a lay 
Sca-drs>ssncd. of singing voices far away 
nil fhcrc sitall come that long sad monotone 
Of dripping vshisiscrs. chill ami cold, and Umc. 
l-rc Silence once more holds her cenc sway 
Strange fancies come unhidden in the dark. 

When f do hear your music. 1 do keep 
Long %'igils lone in lamlccapes drear and stark. 

Or wander on through valleys dim and steep. 

Or sail strange seas in some enchanted hark. 

Storm-wing'd, yet tcmpcst-privif. to realms of sleep 



THE treasure house 


When I do tread the mazes of my brain. 

And search those cavern’d deeps with troubl'd eyes 
I’gr some strange dream, that hidden from me lies 
Amid those vaults, where through the years have lain 
'Hie fading colour’d heaps of memories. 

That stir my soul with long-lost joy and pain. 

Till all my mind’s grim warders wake again 
I'hc prosy thoughts of daylight miseries: 

I hcn always come 1 to a door that’s barr’d. 

Where glow weird lights of strange desire. 

And long 1 yearn before that portal starr’d. 

Hut cannot enter where my dreams aspire. 

While bkxxl-red rubies gleam there, cold and hard. 
And diamonds glimmer with a mystic lire 



THK MARCH! RS 


The) arc ihc voices of ihc tnarshing JcaJ. 

Thc> arc the voices of 
And rtten ram living I iKc a inigiiiv vea 
1 hear those voices as their nnllu'ns tread 
The ciiuscway of alt Iitnc 1 terniiy 
K blix>d;lx:spat!cr'd with them, for that icvl 
(ilows in the furnace of the world to tv, 

A sombre sunset tint in gliKuii ahead 

\Shctc go they then 7 lliesc fashion'd from the slime. 

Into the liark, as arnlunes unfold 

(ircat crimvui [vials m the gulf' of lime ? 

Ihcir bloiHl demands no answer I ifc lan hold. 
Ikyond our hearing, tx-lls immotfal ihimc. 

"Child be at ixacc. the talc is not vet told'" 



THE FLAME OF tIhe FOREST 

Herald of Summer, of the burning days. 

WJien distant hill-sides shimmer in the heat’ 

.And gold in waves of fire, the sun’s rays*eat 
On aisItSd forests where the warm wind plays: 
You. mid the leafless jungle, only greet 
The sun. your scourger. in these bare. dead..w;ys. 
With .scarlet blossoms flaunting in his blaze. 
Whose fiery march leads to its own defeat 

Symbolic flower, from you the sign I take. 

When harsh affliction, dcath-fac’d here appears. 
And dll the world the hideous terrors shake 
Ihat even the.se. .shall end in after years- 

nke th- shall new life make, 

HKc that the Monstwn brings with silver spears 



THE OLD astrological OBSERVATORY 
NEW DELHI 


These smug-dora’d heaps of dull olftaaldoni. 

That huje, pretentious, vanities enthnme. 

Corrupt not these pure forms, they have their own 
Vast sphere of thought, beyond the total sum 
Of human knowledge: here the busy hum 
CK this vast city fades, and worlds unknown 
Haunt strange clean sha{x:s: old instruments of stone. 
Where starry heavens let their glory amie 

So. often down Life's oalcrod avenues. 

We chance on steps that lead to nowhere but 
The sky. or roads to tKcan. and afar 
Tlic fleet Muse ranges where its spirits choose. 

Until, like these stone cnihlcms men have cut. 

Their every line has ending in a star' 



JUNGLE ROaD 


ueep peace there is, upon this Indian road 
At^ evening, with the cattle going home 
^nd grey dusk falling, Peace with her^bode 
In sighing trees, like columns for the dome 
Of Heaven’s silver, and my thoughts at rest. 

Like birds in silence: lire and flame are done', 

I he mighty forest darkens at the west. 

And all the trees of green and gold are one 

•Soft speak old dreams, and now Eternity, 

I o long priKcssions of the noisy years. 

Lends something of her hope and majesty; 

•Such state as these bear, now that darkness nears 
I hcsc high-built carts, in ebon, ghostly line 
With their one lantern lit in Night’s dark shrine. 



THI? (T)MPASS 


Now dark war:, swar the wcar\ face of lime.. 

And ficre it seems tfic ihanklevs task is all 
That Man s'an have, or liv'ix; to have, while Cr'iiiij. 
.Mad Hate, and IX’alh. make double darkness fall. 
Till turn 1 to that circle I'f inv golden dass. 
\Vhen*l beheld thy dear and lovely (ace, 

'Chat, even now. with me in darkness stays 
A pledge that I.ove makes I arth her dwelling plaie 

As one. who Icwking from a compass, knows 
His v)uI must grant his mind and NhK stiengili 
To read aright the fearful route he goes. 

If he should hojx; to leath his home at length. 

1 let a golden circle show to me 

The way that leads to daylight and to thee 
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THE KUTB MINAR AT DELHI 
I 

Conquest and Passion herein do unite 
•An old king’s triumph and a people's dfcam. 
To make perfection in this Eastern light. 

About this shaft, the gathered ages seem 
A rich red frieze, deep-graven in the stone,' 

To add their pattern to an ageless theme 

That theme is living India, she alone 
Above Oblivion lifts her head on high 
Like this same tower, but is to most unknown: 

Her people live, her empires fade and die. 
Their meaning lost, their glory spent in vain. 
As one by one the blood-stained years go by. 

And old divisions still their power retain 
To wake the terrors of the past again. 


II 

Erom dim Ashok., and on through marching Tinve, 
The bliKxl red years are rich, the gold are few. 

As short-lived rulers stain their reigns with crime. 

And War and I'amine blot whole realms from view. 
Yet on there goes that sun-drcnch’d patient round 
of countless millions whom no ruler knew. 

In villages by ancient customs bound 
To T'im^lessncss: that till and sow and reap. 

And dream those dreams that never yet have found 
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Their true expression-casies and creeds sull keep 
Their ancient watch by gates as yet undont. 

Where in its chains Fulment lies asleep. 

Till thest; shall learn at last that they arc one 
And, by their union, wake a glorious sun. 


Ill 

While yet Division rests, here men shall sec 
Ncw-vision’d splendours break (vn Life’scold stones 
And hideous clangour of Reality; 

All India's misery like a deep sea moans. 

And gives no rest to tho.se who seek to build 
Their vision only for their work atones. 

That yet remains the people's dream unstill'd. 

Their clear desire, beneath the hates confus'd. 

Burps tierce and bright a promise unfulfill'd. 

Miglc here, where kings as slaves their craftsmen us'd. 
Hindu, and Jain, and Muslim, bound in wrong 
For private triumph, who unknowing fus'd 

Their toil, to work iij stone a mighty song. 

The hymn of India, One. and Free, and .Strong 
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THE OLD CALCUTTA GRAVE-YARD 

I'hftugh all the British leave, these shall remain, 
rijesc blackened tombs, and dreams of long ago 
•shall waken, with the sparkle and full flow 
Of Hickey’s gossip: here once more shall reign 
riiuse vivid folk, as moving shadows feign 
I he by-gone “ belle.” the “ Nabob.” and tl\p slow 
And ponderous “red coat”: here the past shall show 
(ircat Clive and Hastings walk lost streets again. 

I hcn too shall those, who later lived and died 
Beside the 1 looghly. lill the tropic dark 
With vigorous mcniorics: Sun and Sword defied 
They, traded, rul’d and fought, and left their mark 
Of high adventure, virtue, greed and pride 
On nioic than tombs, on India far and wide. 
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OUTWARD BOUND 


At evening, we that arc the outward bound. 

See tall ships lie with stars bedeck’d, while dangt 
Great gold light towers upon an cK'n ground 
Of harbour water: we whose tides of chance 
Have brought us to this vo>agc, ga/ing out. 
Fcefc^ol air upon our faces, and the siien blows 
Its deep call seawards, as we turn aK^ul 
To face the open sea. while darkness grows 

And we are thoughtful, we the outward bound. 

Who watch the glittering city lie behind. 

And we arc silent in that dark profound. 

With awe and terror hilanccd in the mind 
Where empty vasts our wandering thoughts surround. 
Whose restless wings no refuge sure can tind 


21 



stromb6li 


A hlack cock'd hat. with cloud for feather. 

Sqpic giant owned ere Noah’s flood took place. 
>And drowned him swift and all his race. 

Loom'd up Stroniboli huge in cloudy weather. 
White hou.scs clung like limpets to its base. 

And we who watched it towering into spacj. 

Were glad to see it vanish altogether. 

That seem’d to follow at its own slow pace. 

When close we .sailed, we saw the white steam roll 
With soft insistence from that crater wide. 

IXiwn to that silent sea. as black as coal, 

Beneath whose bed the burning lavas hide. 

Arul those while hou.scs seem’d to mock Man’s soul. 
Hinging to Life on cruel Nature’s side 
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DA^ASCL'S 


1 gaz’d upon Damascus from a height. 

The sun before that lovely face was bow’d 

In adoration, not a single cloud 

Marr’d Heaven’s azure, or the evening light. 

Topaz and emerald, where that city bright 
Ray’d orient splendour; far above the crowd 
That thronged those streets, the call to prayer endow’d 
A grave mosque’s beauty on my dreams that night 

1 smelt in sleep the incense smoke and musk. 

Of Night’s dim cities in the starry skies 
Time ceas’d, and Ix)! That dontc <jf dusk. 

With one voice calling where the world of eyes 
Was but the drear, the drab and dusty husk 
Of God’s own beauty, hid in Paradise 


23 



THE DESERT 


Majcrtic stars out-watch the end of night. 

And young dawn silver veils the land’s dark face. 
Until the sun springs forth with fiery grace. 

And swift impatience leads his growing might 
To show its glory: golden beams fill Space 
And all around one widen to the sight. 

Bare, wind-enxled plains in morning light 
to stress a desert is one’s dwelling place 

When Tyranny and F*riestcraft. in control 
Of Court and rcmplc, held the world in chains, 

1 hen men came here for strength to make them whole 
Prophets and saints amid these empty plains 
Attained communion with their Maker’s soul. 

That sun quelled I'vit, and its power remains 



TANKER LOADlNCf POINT PERSIAN GlT.l 


The level desert meets a shallow sea. 

The drear white salt flats counterfeit the snow 
To cheat our heat-scorch’d eyes, and south there g^ 
Gold dunes, whose barren ranges seem to be. 

On their slow march through all eternity. 

Like Tftne's lost days made sand, that here must throw 
Their giaiJt shadows where naught else nray grow. 

Till moon and stars unveil their majesty. 

Like Life’s strange patterns, seen from outer Space. 
Are now revealed upon the desert wide. 

The works of Man, the roads, the rows of tanks, 

That bind a world’s bright dreams to this lost place, 

And so fulfil it: Look! At anchor ride 

Tall messengers from home. O give them thanks 
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THE DESERT»MIRAGF 


N^w reigns Illusion. Prince Reality 
Is resting in the noon-day, and his djinn. 

The mad Mirage, sets all the winds aspin 
To mock our eyesight with his wizardry: 

Here ships float up in air, here men may be 
As tall as giants, silver lakes begin 
Where never lakes were, trucks come rolling in 
On ten-foot wheels, and oil-tanks sail to sea! 

But evening brings the prince, who with a smile 
Calms craz'd horizons, setting all to right. 

And then the desert spaces, mile on mile. 

Shine in their truth within his level light. 

And all men's works are lit by it awhile. 

To fade in peace within the starry night 
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AN AIR-CONDITIONFR 


Old goblin-worker, guardian of my room. 

Within your alcove, squat and brown and blind. 
Muttering away the hours you tedious find. 

Like some strange weaver, seated at his loom. 
Weaving the air to coolness in the glotim, 

Thodgh all without, the heat’s grim spells yet bind. 
And titiry winds their sinuous dances wind. 

Like blasts of Hell sent after Judgement’s dixim 

Mid sleep and wake. I hear your voice, and dream 
Of rain on cold roofs falling, or the sea. 

Washing cool shores where toppling breakers cream. 

Or some old kettle, everlastingly 

Sings on of peace and comfort, home and tea. 

You arc a great magician, it would seem 
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SCRAP yXrD 


Thcr* is a story in the Bible told. 

How once a desert army died of thirst 
I 4 s<?me grim valley, and that place accurst 
Held evermore those bones of warriors bold. 

Iheir grisly armour rust, mid dunes of gold. 

Where no one came, save one, and he at first 
Ihough prophet, trembled, till God’s vision burst 
Through bonds of Death, to show him Truth of old 

Here, strangely now that story comes awake. 

Ihough all is changed, in scale, and time, and place 
These never lived, that man shall shortly break. 

But like him tos). they’ll go. and leave no trace. 

And in my mind they now the places take 
Of those old armoured hosts, to hymn God’s grace 
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CHILDRfiN S DAKOTA 


Bright flower-like ladies, coiffcured. sun g!as!.etl..ne«t. 
I watched them waiting, waiting, watched them start 
At empty skies across the desert hire. 

Whose vague horizons shimmered in the heat. 

Till one black flying speck ap|x;arcd to greet 
Those fonging eyes, and make tliem luippy there 
With children home again: for home lies where 
The mother is, and home's her kind heart's beat 

When Man with three-stepped rtKkcts to the nuwn. 
Goes further out, to homes amid the stars, 

His five-stringed sense shall play no newer tunc. 

And love shall flower on Saturn as on Mars: 

He with his wife, shall wait their children soon. 

Like these beside the air-port by their cars 
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THE CHRISTMAS STAR 

The itar that led the wise men shines no more. 

Yet we may watch its undiminished light. 

No Enceiing kings, their infant lord adore. 

Yet we may sec. and glory at their sight: 

The sudden radiance that the shepherds saw. 

The serried ranks of angels, flight on flight. 

Come not again, as they have come before. 

Yet we may see them in the sun as bright 

In men as in the angels, power lies 
To tell the world of glory here on earth. 

Amid the horrors that about us rise 

Each deed of kindness hymns the Christ child's birth. 

Ami while in us the star of Faith yet bums 

The Christmas message to the world returns 
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